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of the victory-towers of fame,
through the chirps of crickets.
What will be your reply?
To whom can we deliver
the letter of repentance?
Then, the tombs will yawn,
opening their mouths,
exposing our mad deeds
while counting intestines.
If the fields are ploughed,
the skulls, while laughing aloud,
will pronounce the greatness
of the predecessors
to one and ail
with their thousand mouths.
Will then all people
bend down their heads in shame?
Will they share
the sin with pride?
The valorous children of Bharat,
on either side,
will perish in the battle.
Which peasant will perceive
the odour of the earth's womb?
The widowed earth
will search for amorous men,
and all survivors will lick
the tasted drinks of lives.
Will our babies, our children,
the babies and children
of our children,
frightened by darting arrows,
shot from the enemy's bow,
seek shelter
in the desolate dense forest
or wait like dogs